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asi"* I heard a peculiar rumbling sound, f His body be-
gan to melt gradually within the piercing light. First his
feet and legs vanished, then his torso and head, like a
scroll being rolled up. To the very last, I could feel his
fingers resting lightly on my hair. The effulgence faded;
nothing remained before me but the barred window and
a pale stream of sunlight.
I remained in a half-stupor, questioning whether I had
not been the victim of a hallucination. A crestfallen Dijen
soon entered the room.
"Master was not on the nine o'clock train or even the
nine-thirty.*' My friend made his announcement with a
slightly apologetic air.
"Come, I know he will arrive at ten o'clock.*'   I took
Dijen's hand and rushed him forcibly along with me,
heedless of his protests.   In about ten minutes we entered
the station, where the .train was already puffing to a halt
"Hie whole train is filled with the light of Master's
aurar   He is there!"   I exclaimed joyfully.
"You dream so?" Dijen laughed mockingly.
"Let us wait here."   I told my friend details of the way
in which our guru would approach us.   As I finished my
description, Sri Yukteswar came into view, wearing the
same clothes I had seen a short time earlier.   He walked
slowly in the wake of a small lad bearing a silver jug.
For a moment a wave of cold fear passed through me,
at the incredible strangeness of my experience. I ffelt the
materialistic twentieth-century world slipping from me;
was I back in the ancient days when Jesus appeared before
Peter on the sea?
As Sri Yukteswar, a modern Yogi-Christ, neared the
place where Dijen and I were standing speechless, Master
smiled at my friend and remarked:
"I sent you a message too, but you were unable to grasp
it"
.Dijen was silent, but glared at nje suspiciously. After
we had escorted our gyru to his hermitage, my friend and
I proceeded toward Serampore College. Dijen halted in
the street, indignation streaming from his every pore,
* The Bengali *'Good-bye"; literally, it is a hopeful paradox:
"Then I come."
t The characteristic sound of dematerialization of bodily atoms.